CONFESSIONAL

Not love even, not love itself, should be per'
mitted to hinder our progress upwards and out'
wards, .our growth. Shakespeare has the word
here, the word of modem science:

"Men must endure

Their going hence even as their coming hither,
Ripeness is all."

But is ripeness all? Are we to bring virtues and
faults to ripeness? There is a higher word than
"'ripeness11: let us open our ears to hear it. It was
said nearly twenty centuries ago: "Be ye perfect."

But how shall we know that we are growing
and making progress towards perfection? First
of all by our comprehension of the great men who
have lived in the world, and by our growing love
and reverence for the greatest. We can only grow
up, so to speak, through them; that doesn't mean
that we have to imitate them or even possess
their talents, but that our growth is sure to take
us sooner or later to their level.

As we approach their stature, we begin to feel
that our kinship with them demands proofs in
some notable performance. What they have
given to men we must equal or, if possible, sur^
pass. And then the great struggle begins.

Since Heine, the struggle is always one for the
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